


“Guys would rather have Bubonic 
Plague than Low Sperm Count. You 
tell em they have Low Sperm Count, 
and automatically they wanna go 
shoot off AK-47’s in the parking lot 
just to prove they’re male.”—Page 4 
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Please Pass the Triglycerides 


think I’m the last person in 

America who doesn’t give one 
flyin flip about what he eats. 

“Why are you drownin those 
pancakes in syrup?” 

Is this a question? This is nota 
question. Do I have to answer this? 

“I can't believe you're puttin 
butter on that.” 

Why can’t you believe it? You're 
watchin me do it. 

“Do you know what McDonald’s 
does to your cholesterol?” 

Yeah. I do. It makes my choles- 
terol feel good. 

I’m sick of havin these conver- 
sations. I’m finished with em. What- 
ever happened to the hippies, who 
said, “Listen to your body, and your 
body will tell you what it needs”? 

I’m listenin to my body, and my 
body is sayin “Ribeye steak!” 

First of all, everbody knows 
I’m from Texas, so why would they 
even bring up the red-meat issue? 
What do they really expect me to 
say? 

“Oh, yeah, well, it only took us 
160 years of breeding the best cattle 
in the world until theytasted right. 
Why don’t we just kill all the herds 
and plant brussels sprouts?” 

I mean, I wouldn’t go into an 
Amish community and tell em their 
hats were out of date. 

Anyhow, [ have a lot more faith 
in the human body than nutrition 
experts do. Because I’ve been 





After living twelve years in the basement, Kathleen Kinmont 
gets a little kinky at night, in Stormswept. 

watchin this situation. I know vegetarians that look up people from 5,000 years ago and figure out what 
like they oughta be in a Sally Struthers infomercial, they were eating—and the answeris, “Any oldcrapola 
and I know Jack-Daniels-drinkin pasta-packersthat they could get their hands on.” It was stuff that 
can run a marathon when they're 84 years old. ’ve would kill us, but it made them strong. Which says 
also read those articles about archeologists that dig to me that the body changes according to what you 


put in it. It figures it out. 
It deals with it. It’s 
smarter than anybody try- 
ing to manipulate it. 

I’ve also noticed that 
the people likeliest to keel 
over dead from a heart 
attack are the ones who 
have daddies that keeled 
over dead from a heart 
attack. 

And the ones who go 
crazy from alcohol are the 
ones who have alcoholic 
parents. 

They got a bad chip in 
there somewhere. 

So maybe they also 
got a good chip in there 
somewhere. They got a 
program that reads, “Eat 
all the goldang butter you 
want—we don’t care.” 

And, since we don’t 
know exactly what the chip inside us says, I’ve 
decided to listen to what mystomach says. And when 
my stomach wants a Krispy Kreme donut, I stick one 
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Melissa Anne Moore does long division in her head while Justin 
Carroll counts to two. 








in there. 

And then I listen to everbody else talk about it. 

“What you just ate has zero nutritional value.” 

I know that. 

I already know that. 

Yall can shut up about it now, okay? 

Thank ya. 

Speaking of cotton candy for the mind, there’s 
always room in this country for a good haunted 
house story, and this week’s flick, Stormswept, is a 
fairly decent stupid-people-trapped-in-the-big-house 
yarn, starring Melissa Anne Moore as the beautiful 
realtor who holds the dirty secret: 

Anybody who stays in the house overnight will 
become lustful and depraved and start playing weird 
sex games while a psychopathic demon watches from 
the basement with a blonde nympho in a spirit 
trance who makes candles in her underwear and 
says things like “Do you like my legs?” 

Sure we’ve seen it before, but have we seen it 
with a lesbian subplot? 

I think not. 

Melissa begs the famous actress not to buy the 
big Louisiana mansion where her best friend was 
strung up nekkid and hacked to death, but it’s a 
bargain she can’t resist. Pretty soon they’re all 
trapped there in a hurricane that lasts two days— 
Melissa, the actress, the actress’ oversexed best 
friend, a commercial director with an annoying 
David Niven accent, a couple of lovers from a film 
crew, Gilligan and the Skipper, too. 

What else is a group of fun-loving artist types to 
do? 

Play “Truth or Dare,” of course, and then prac- 
tice sexual hypnosis, then roam around in the dark 


basement until a knife- 
wielding maniac is ready 
to boogie. 

Two dead bodies. 
Twenty-one breasts. 
Overhead dizzy-cam. One 
motor vehicle crash. Mul- 
tiple aardvarking. Orgy 
montage. Drive-In Acad- 
emy Award nominations 
for Hunt Scarritt, as the 
psycho who likes to dress 
girls up in satin gowns 
and string em up by their 
wrists, for saying “Do you 
wanna fry in the electric 
chair? Then help me 
pack!”; Melissa Anne 


Moore, as the pill-popping as Jonathon spent whole days 
realtor with a guilty se- [alone in training. -— 
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cret who can’t seem to wet Hoeft ss Were 
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Carroll, as the pompous 


on-the-make director,for ~—@A8* 
saying “Without passion Cc S\ (C - 
there is no life” and “Very T 


filmic!”; Julie Hughes, as (/Qpesponsieuiry? My Grovuens! 
theenergeticactresswho ( “En MONS routs atitonen 
undergoes hypnosis and gy PURPOSE IN LIFES? 
has a sex fantasy about 

Alex Trebeck; Lorissa 
McComas, as the sweet 
young thing who can’t 
stand to talk of sex, until 
the spirit gets her going 
into a full-bore biker- 
gang fantasy; and Kath- 
leen Kinmont, as the sexy 
zombie woman who’s 
lived in the basement for 
twelve years in a chiffon 










Most gulls don't bother to learn 
martial arts, but Jonathon Steven 
Seagal was no ordinary bird. 
Yet, being different was not the 
way to make one's self popular. 
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Three stars. : - 

: The name Jonathon" was repested over 

Joe Bob says check it Jand wer and drew from a fsint whisper 
out. tod terrified sheyt ... 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People 









[ SONATHON STEVEN sEaGgat! J 28 


Even his parents were dismayed 


gr 
course, Jonathon. thought they must 
have admired his unique skills. 














One day, as the Elder Gull was calling a 
meeting of the Couneil4 disturbed hush 
fell over the crowd as a solitary guiL 
came intoview from behind a cloud. 










Ghe Sun sparkled across the ripples of the gentle sea. A crowd of gulls came to dodge 
and fight for scraps of food from a fishing boat. But way off alone, Tonathon 
Steven Seagal was practicing his martial arts poses on the beach. 


sek: as Og vt eee 
} LES == 


















BARA 


= 
a « 
a — aer * ae caaaaal 7 
eo = ‘ 
s e (a, ba 
. Sa 
oe 7, 
. 
“ ; s ° (A : 
® me —— j 
. 


THERM ey 





CS ey eo orto i eur a 


’ . Ol99! Fon Reserrs & a8 Streep 


im, STAND TO CENTER FOR SHAME 
INTHE SIGHT OF YOUR FELLOW 
GULLS FOR RECKLESS IRRESPONSIALITY 
{Al VIOLATING THE DIGNITY OF THE 
GULL FAMILY S 
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This meant Jonathon would be 

cast out of dull scciety, banished to 
a solitary Life on the Far Cliffs. A 


i never speaks back to the 
Council, but — 









This could mean only 
eat shame or great honor. OF 











Jonathon spent the days of his solitude 
with even tote intense devotion to his 
avocation, molding his musculature 
into ataut mass of sinew and feather. 
He would show them all what a single- 
minded gull could do! p———eeex 












In no more than 4a matter of moments, 
the entire Courcil was reduced toa 
psed bodies and 









Jonathon was back, 
and BACK FOR 


VENGEANCE! 
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They would not make the mistake 

of dismissing his achievements 
EVER AGAIN /S 
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For The Boys photo collection (2); Grand Canyon 
all over the world send Joe Bob free junk, Free J unk photo collection; California Hardbodies Female 


and Joe Bob gives it away at random, like 
Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who asks 
for it. He gives it to the first person henotices who asks for 
it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top of 
the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to be 
specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 
Photos 

Lita Ford; Rocket Comix; Ernest mask; The Public Eye 
photo collection; 1991 Dallas Maverick team photo, Shining 
Through photo collection; Big Bad Mama IT (15); Hunter’s Blood 
(39); Weekend at Bernie’s (50);A Nightmare on Elm Street II (50); 
Blood Salvage postcards (Evander Holyfield on the back) (75); 


Oil Wrestling group or individual photos (Brit- 
tany, Ashley, Tammie, Ronnie, Neriah, Melody, Lacey); Jackie 
“The Joke Man” Martling. 

Videos | 

Super Force starring Ken Olandt and G. Gordon Liddy; 
Super Mario Bros. starring Bob Hoskins and Dennis Hopper; 
Supernaturals starring Nichelle Nichols and Maxwell Caulfield; 
The Surrogate with Michael Ironside and Shannon Tweed; Susan 
Smith in Object of Desire; Sweet Justice with Kathleen Kinmont 
and Marc Singer;Sweet Killing starring Anthony Higgins;Sweet 
Murder starring Helene Udy; Swing Kids with Christian Bale, 
Kenneth Branagh and Barbara Hershey; Jack Hill’s Switchblade 
Sisters (2); The Swordsman starring Lorenzo Lamas. 







They sell it, they freeze it, they might as well frame it. Theyre certifiably . . . 


Crazy About Sperm 


’m really sick of talkin about sperm. 
I don’t wanna hear about it. 

I don’t wanna hear about people 
freezin sperm, savin sperm, bankin 
sperm, borrowin sperm, gettin sperm 
from their brother, donatin sperm, 
fightin custody battles over sperm, buyin 
sperm, sellin sperm, or otherwise doing 
anything with sperm except keepin it to 
themselves. 

Why are all these people obsessed 
with spermatazoas? 

Do they really think we care that 
much what sperms their baby is gonna 
be made out of? 

In fact, most of the people who are 
nuts about sperm shouldn’t be passin 
along those genes anyhow. You ever 
notice this? Think of all the people in 
your life who are beautiful, intelligent, 
sensible, sensitive, wise, well-groomed, 
wealthy or just, in general, have their 
stuff together. Now ask em what they think about 
sperm. 

“Well, I don’t know, I might not even have 
children.” 

That’s what they all say, right? 

Now think of all the people who walk around 
barefoot in dirty undershirts eatin Spam out of the 
can. Ask them about sperm. 

“T’ve probly got about eight kids that I know of, 





We’ve heard of letters to Penthouse, but this is ridiculous. 





Any member of the cast could be sleeping with Tanya 
Roberts at any moment, in the only erotic thriller ever 
made without leaving the director’s apartment complex— 
Deep Down. 


but I don’t have any yet with Willa Mae.” 

These guys are obviously very proud of their 
sperm. 

And what’s the most dreaded disease to the 
modern American male? 

Low Sperm Count. 

Guys would rather have Bubonic Plague than 
Low Sperm Count. Even guys that have no intention 
of ever having children. You tell em they have Low 

. Sperm Count, and automati- 
cally they wanna go shoot off 
AK-47’s in the parking lot just 
to prove they’re male. 

Looky here. There’s plenty 
of babies from Korea and Ro- 
mania and Bangladesh and 
American foster homes that, in 
some cases, we don’t even know 
what original sperm they came 
from, and if we did know, we 
wouldn’t care anyhow, and the 
original Sperm Donor certainly 
wouldn't care. 

Let’s take care of these non- 
sperm-specific babies, okay? 

We don’t need the goldurn 
Sperm Olympics going on here. 

If your sperm was so dang 
valuable, I wouldn’t have to 
explain this to you in the first 
place, you know what I mean? 


Tanya tells the director her trailer is too small. 

And speaking of sperm banks, Tanya Roberts is 
back this week in Deep Down, the first erotic thriller 
filmed entirely inside a cheap apartment complex in 
the flight path of the El Lay airport. 

Chris Young plays the nerdy young unemployed 
heavy-metal guitar-playing lock-picker who lives 
across the courtyard and likes to spy on Tanya when 
she swims in the nude. Kristoffer Tabori is the 
weirdbeard roommate who lets Chris stay on even 
when he doesn’t have rent money. And George Segal 
is Tanya’s violent alcoholic hubbie, who likes to 
rough her up right before he kisses her. George is 
real nasty in this one, blowin a guy away in the first 
scene because he chews with his mouth full. 

Pretty soon the young nerdy guy decides he’s 
tired of seeing Tanya get knocked around by George, 
and so he goes over there to save her. As we know, 
from the other 3,000 erotic thrillers this year, mul- 
tiple aardvarking ensues. 

Three dead bodies. Fifteen breasts. Beer-can 
opening with tongue. One motor vehicle chase. Gun- 
shot to the temple, in closeup. S&M Fu. Drive-In 
Academy Award nominations for Kristoffer Tabori, 
as the scuzzball roomie, for saying “Does the concept 
behind the word ‘privacy —does it mean anything to 
you?”; Tanya Roberts, as the hot topic around the 
apartment complex who likes to wear black lace 
catsuits, for saying “I don’t want somebody, I need 
somebody—grow up”; Chris Young, as the naive 
little whippersnapper who says “I think any new 
experience is exciting”; and George Segal, as the 
numbskull husband who collects automatic machine 
guns and says “You just talked with your mouth 
full—don’t ever do that again.” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Drive-In THEATER 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 9 p.m. Eastern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 
Joe Bob appears before, after and between the night’s triple 
feature, with special guests, commentary and sketches. 


OVERSEXED WRITERS & OVERTAXED BURGLARS 


May 13: Cool Surface (premiere): Erotic thriller with a 
great twist, starring Robert Patrick as a burned-out novelist, 
recovering from the gruesome death of his girlfriend, who 
moves into a Hollywood apartment and becomes fascinated with 
the sultry brunette actress next door, the ambitious oversexed 
Teri Hatcher. Four stars. 

Second feature: L.A. Goddess: Kathy Shower is a stunt 
double by day, aspiring screenwriter by night, who sits at her 
typewriter in Victoria’s Secret lingerie and spends a lot of time 
at the mansion of big-shot Hollywood producerDavid Heavener, 
where they hold hands, have sex, drink champagne and sail 
around a lake while a Chinese cook tells oriental parables. 
Kathy’s big line is, “Sorry, Mister Mogul, my script and my body 
are not for sale!” One star. 

Third feature: The Ref: Hysterical comedy about a burglar 
who gets trapped inside the house of a bickering dysfunctional 
family on Christmas eve in the Connecticut suburbs, with 
Denis Leary as the hapless criminal, Kevin Spacey as the 
beaten-down husband, and Judy Davis as the neurotic wife. 
Directed by Ted Demme. Four stars. 


Sexy YAHOOS NIGHT 


May 20: Trouble Bound (premiere): Small-time hood 
Michael Madsen drives around in the desert with big-time 
Mafia heiressPatricia Arquette in this confusing road picture 
about acar Madsen wins ina poker game with a dead body in the 
trunk, and all the various bad guys trying to get either or both 
of them for a variety of stupid reasons. Two and a half stars. 

Second feature: Bitter Harvest (premiere): Great original 
erotic thriller that takes place in the sticks. When country boy 
Stephen Baldwin's fundamentalist daddy dies, he inherits 
more than the farm—he ends up living with two beautiful babes, 
Patsy Kensit andJennifer Rubin, who goad him into robbing 
banks to spice up their already kinky love life. Deputy sheriff 
Adam Baldwin does not approve. Four stars. 

Third feature: Tombstone: Kurt Russell’s Wyatt Earp 
and Val Kilmer’s Doc Holliday are perfect, but the best pure- 
dee performance in the film is byreal TexanPowers Boothe as 
the leering, nasty leader of the outlaw “Cowboys” gang. A 
masterpiece by George P. Cosmatos. Four stars. 


Horny BIKER BABEs, 
Horny SHRINKS, AND HoRNy ZOMBIES 


May 27: B-movie star Nick Cassavetes joins Joe Bob as 
his special co-host for a night of erotic thrillers and horror. 

First feature: Jezebel’s Kiss (premiere): Steamy erotic 
thriller starring Katherine Barrese as a gorgeous, free-spir- 
ited biker who wipes out near a small California beach town 
with the obligatory “dark secret.” As the locals nurse her back 
to health, she gets under the skin of the men, who gradually 
become willing to throw anything away to have her. With B- 
movie veterans Meredith Baxter-Birney, Meg Foster, Bert 
Remsen and Malcolm McDowell. Four stars. 

Second feature: Body of Influence: Nick Cassavetes is a 
Beverly Hills psychiatrist who videotapes all his sessions with 
bored housewives, even the ones he has sex with. Shannon 
Whirry is a wild woman who shows up one day and basically 
twists his body into a pretzel until he agrees to do anything, 
including murder people. AndSandahl Bergman is the sensi- 
tive confused young housewife who has hot sex with Nick on his 
couch and then says, “You know what? This might qualify as . 
sexual harassment.” Two and a half stars. 

Third feature: Night of the Living Dead (1990) 


he Austin 

Heart of Film 
Festival, the only 
film festival devoted 
entirely to the art of 
screenwriting, will 
rocket into its sec- 
ond year this Octo- 
ber after getting an 
incredible amount 
of media attention 
last fall. Budding 
writers should defi- 
nitely enter their 
screenplay competi- 
tion, which can lead 
to deals with pro- 
ducers and agents. One of last year’s winners,Excess 
Baggage, a dark love story by Mikhaila “Max” 
Adams of Sandy, Utah, was optioned by Columbia 


immediately after nee festival, onG producer _ 


Barney’s still got em hooked every day in syndication. 
Valdes (In the Line of Fire) is attached to produce. 
Valdes was one of the panelists at last year’s event, 
along with Oscar winners Frank Pierson (Cat 
Ballou), Kurt Luedtke (Out of Africa) and Robert 
Towne (Chinatown). After winning, Adams was 
also signed by powerhouse Hollywood agency CAA. 





... Wherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
Che out-of-—€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 





The screenplay 
competition offers 
$3,000 for the best 
feature-length 
script on an adult/ 
mature’ theme; 
$3,000 for the best 
feature-length chil- 
dren/family script; 
and $750 for the 
best student short 
script. Beginning 
this year, the festi- 
val will also offer 
awards for the best 
produced screen- 
play, in three cat- 
egories: “guerrilla” films (budgets under $50,000), 
low-budget films ($50,000 to $1 million), and films 
costing more than a million. The screenwriting dead- 
oe is J une 15. The produced film deadline is August 
E 4 15. And the festival itself runs October 5- 
8, with screenwriting seminars during 
the day and screenings at night. For more 
information, call 800-310-FEST, or send 
an SASE to: Austin Heart of Film Festi- 
val, 707 Rio Grande, Suite 101, Austin, 
TX 78701. 
€ 
You can find them huddled around 
the TV set day or night, glued to TBS and 
Nickelodeon, whistling along for the ump- 
teenth time as Andy and Opie walk that 
walk to the fishing hole. They’re few. 
They're proud. They’re Mayberry junkies 
and they're hooked on reruns. You know 
the type—those people who love to wow 
you at parties with their knowledge of all 
things Mayberry: Barney’s middle name, 
in which episode Aunt Bee went to jail, 
Andy’s girlfriend’s dog’s veterinarian’s fa- 
vorite kind of pie, etc. They've formed a 
club with chapters nationwide (with 
names like “Barney’s Fire Brigade” of 
North Haven, Connecticut, or “Ain’t We 
Pickin’ Our Peaches Before They’re 
Fuzzed Up Good?” of Elizabethtown, Ohio, 
or Dallas’ own chapter, “Goober Says 
Hey!”) and put out The Bullet, the official 
newsletter of The Andy Griffith Show 
Rerun Watchers Club. Published quar- 
terly, it gives a rundown of upcoming 
events including the Third Annual 
Mayberry Squad Car Rendezvous on July 8 in 
Bradford, Ohio, where there will be rides in squad 
car replicas, trivia contests, theme-song whistling, 
look-alike contests, guest appearances, and a menu 
of Mayberryish cuisine. This 16-pager also contains 
a dessert recipe from Aunt Bee’s Recipe File, trivia, 


actor “Where Are They 
Now?” profiles and updates, 
Mayberry merchandise (T- 
shirts, videos, books, CD’s), 
and chapter gossip. The 
Bullet comes with your $10 
membership, payable to: 
TAGSRWC, 9 Music Square 
South, Suite 146, Nashville, 
TN 37203-3203. 
€ 

Reinhold Aman, un- 
derground editor/publisher 
whose trademark grasp of 
the language of insults has 
made his publication Male- 
dicta a success, has also 
landed him in the slammer. 
Or, to be more accurate, fed- 
eral prison. The crime? He 
mailed two prank postcards 
(“threatening communica- 
tions”) to his ex-wife and a 
hard-hitting two-page pam- 
phlet (Legal Slimebags of 
Wisconsin) to her lawyer 
and the divorce judge. He 
was arrested by seven FBI 
agents and “handcuffed, leg- 
shackled and belly-chained” 
to murderers and armed 
bank robbers. After serving 
eighteen months of a twenty- 
seven-month sentence, he 
was relegated to a Federal 
Halfway House in San Fran- 
cisco for his last six weeks. 
“That place,” says Aman, “a 
one-star hotel in the Ten- 
derloin district of San Fran- 
cisco, is surrounded by dan- 
gerous drug _ pushers, 
whores, public urinators and 











Pornowood Too 





Back by popular demand, our continuing list of great porno titles. The left column is the 
Hollywood title. The right column is the porno industry’s X-rated version. We’re not making 


up any of these titles. These are actual movies. 


Against All Odds 

America’s Funniest Home Videos 
Back Streets 

Blind Justice 

Blown Away 

Bright Lights, Big City © 
Bugsy 

Carnal Knowledge 

Chitty Chitty Bang Bang 
Clear and Present Danger 
Coming to America 

Dick Tracy 

Do the Right Thing 

Dracula 

Dressed to Kill 

E..T.: The Extra-Terrestrial 
Flash Gordon 

Forrest Gump 

Friday the 13th V: A New Beginning 
General Hospital 

Ghost Busters 

The Godfather 

Gorgeous Ladies of Wrestling 
Hangin’ with the Homeboys 
Hexed 

I’m a Yankee Doodle Dandy 
Little Orphan Annie 
Malcolm X 

Married... With Children 
Murder, She Wrote 

Natural Born Killers 

Night Court 

Nine to Five 

One Million Years B.C. 

Rebel Without a Cause 

The Rockford Files 

Saturday Night Live 

Shane 

Splendor in the Grass 

Star Trek: The Next Generation 
So I Married an Ax Murderer 
The Terminator 

Wayne's World 

West Side Story 

The Witches of Eastwick 









Against All Bods 

America’s Raunchiest Home Videos 
Black Streets 

Blonde Justice 

Blown Away 

Bright Lights, Big Titties 

Jugsy 

Carnal College 

Titty Titty Bang Bang 

Clear and Pleasant Danger 
Coming in America 

Trick Tracy 

Do the White Thing 

Ejacula 

Undressed to Thrill 

3: The Extra Testicle 

Flesh Garden 

Foreskin Gump 

Friday the 13th, A Nude Beginning 
Genital Hospital : 

Ghost Lusters 

The Goddaughter 

Sumo Sue and the Fat Ladies of Wrestling 
Bangin’ with the Homegirls | 
Hexxxed © — 
Yank My Doodle, It’s a Dandy 


Little Often Annie 


Malcolm XXX 

Married, With Hormones 
Sex, She Wrote 

Natural Born Thrillers 


-~Nookie Court. 


Eight to Four 

One Million Years DD 

Torrid Without a Cause 

The Rockhard Files 

Saturday Night Porn 

Shame 

Splendor in the Ass 

Sex Trek IV: The Next Orgasm 
So I Married a Lesbian 

The Sperminator 

Taylor Wayne’s World 

Breast Side Story/West Side Tori 
The Bitches of Westwood 





defecators—just the place to reintegrate me into 
society.” (Incidentally, Joe Bob has done three live 
concerts in the Tenderloin district.) The good news is 
that Aman used his 450-plus days of incarceration to 
secretly pen a 400-page book about prison life and 
lingo, The Cat-Man of Lompoc: Diary of Federal 
Prisoner No. 03873-089, due out in late 1995. The 
bad news is that in order to get out the next volume 
of Maledicta he will need to raise some cash. (“Earn- 
ing three to twenty-seven cents an hour in prison 
was a bummer.”) For a limited time, he’s selling 
Maledicta Journal and the Maledicta Monitor news- 
letter at half price. Contributions are welcome, with 
donations of $75 to $100 warranting a free 
autographed copy of the prison book upon publica- 
tion. For information on any of Aman’s stuff, write: 


7 


Maledicta Press, P.O. Box 14123, Santa Rosa, CA 
95402-6123. 


€ 

If youre looking for a room with a view in 
Colorado, Marvin Gatch of Denver recommends 
Kelloffs Best Western of Monte Vista. From your 
room you can watch the sun set over not one but two 
of the most spectacular mountain ranges in the 
country—the San Juans and rugged Sangre de Cristo 
Mountains. After that, just kick back and wait for 
the real show—on the giant outdoor movie screen 
located in full view of most of the rooms (complete 
with sound). There’s even a snack bar available 
inside the drive-in for guests with the munchies. 
Winter travelers beware: Kelloffs “drive-inn” only 
shows movies in the spring, summer and fall. 


Reviews by the Big Studio Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


NEVER CRY WOLF 
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“Beautiful” “memorable” “superlative” adventure story star- 
ring the “perfect” Charles Martin Smith as a biologist who 
travels from Washington to the frozen Arctic and lives with fierce 
northern wolves as his neighbors, turning from a “bumbling 
bureaucrat” into a man of the wild, running naked with the 
caribou. “The standard that all nature movies should follow— 
never maudlin or too cute. The message is subtle, but still very 
present.” “A perfect mix of humor and tragedy. The animals are 


A eit 
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If you wanna be really really depressed for a really really long 
time, rentJumpin at the Boneyardwith Tim Roth (left) and Alexis 
Arquette as brothers in the doomed inner-city neighborhood. 


real, not ‘cutesy.’ The people are real, too, not one-dimensional 
stereotypes.” “A sleeper that’s been ignored for too long. A PBS 
documentary meets White Fang.” Two dead wolves. One dead 
caribou. Mouse stew. One motor vehicle chase. Cast: Zachary 
Ittimangnag (“good” as Ootek), Samgan Jorah (“standout” as 
Mike), Brian Dennehy (“fantastic” as an opportu- 
nistic pilot). Writers: Curtis Hanson, Sam Hamm, 
Richard Kletter. Director: Carroll Ballard (“out- 
standing”). [Buena Vista/Walt Disney. 1983/93. ] Over- 
all rating: 91. 


GS ARAFINA! 






Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


Michael Peters and playwright/screenwriter Mbongemi 
Ngema is excellent. The violence of a mob scene balances well 
with the furious moves of a large group of dancers.” “The music 
by Ngema, Hugh Masakela and Stanley Myers is heartfelt, 
strong and memorable.” Twelve dead bodies. Three human fire- 
balls. Seven spontaneous-bursting-into-song-for-no-apparent- 
reason. Two motor vehicle chases. Electric shock Fu. Cast: 
Tertius Meintjes (“does well with a tough role” as Lieutenant 
Bloem),Miriam Makeba (Angelina), John Kani (school princi- 
pal), Ngema (Sabela), Dumisani Diamini (Crocodile), Sipho 
Kunene (Guitar). Writers:William Nicholson, Ngema. 
Director: Darrell James Roodt. |Miramax/Hollywood 
Pictures. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 88. 


S CHOOL TIES 


“Dead Poets Society on the gridiron” in this “excellent” 
“humanistic morality play” starring “standout”Brendan 
Fraser as a star Scranton quarterback recruited by an 
exclusive East Coast prep school in the fifties who makes 
many new friends, most of them “stereotypical WASPs’— 
until they find out he’s Jewish. “Another stab at prejudice, 
and an okay job.” “They use the Longest Yard slo-mo- 
touchdown-to-win-the-big-game scene for the 1,000th 
time.” “It has the same cast as all the other prep-school 
movies. Is this ‘Preppy Pack’ the Brat Pack of the nine- 
ties?” “After this and Scent of a Woman, is Chris 
O’Donnell destined to play whiny New England prep 
school kids forever? He has the baby face for it.” “This film 
includes some of the worst football scenes on record. They 
makeWM.A.S.H.’s football game look good.” “Why was this 
made? Is the Jewish community nervous again?” Locker- 
room brawl. Cast: Andrew Lowery (“standout” as the 
angst-filled McGovern), Matt Damon (“good effort” as 
the villain, Charlie Dillon, “the kid who will do anything 
to succeed”), Amy Locane (“can’t swim” as Sally Wheeler), 
Anthony Rapp (“good” as McGoo, “the kid you like to 
pound to a pulp”), Zeljko Ivanek (“good” as Cleary, “the 
French teacher you'd like to mop up the floor with”), 
Kevin Tighe (“good job” as Coach McDevin), Ed Lauter 
(“very good in his one scene” as Alan Greene), Randall 
Batinkoff (Rip Van Kelt), Cole Hauser (Jack Connors), Peter 
Donat (Headmaster Dr. Bertram), Michael Higgins (Mr. 
Gierasch),Ben Affleck (Cheaty Smith),Peter McRobbie (Chap- 
lain). Writers: Dick Wolf, Darryl Ponicsan (“weak”), from a 
story by Wolf. Director: Robert Mandel (“fine”). [Paramount. 
1992/93.] Overall rating: 88. 


‘HE PLAYER 


System o 


“Enjoyable” “superb” “fast- 
paced” “wicked satire” directed 
by Robert Altman, starring 


_ 94-89 Classic Tim Robbins, “the perfect 
“Moving” dramatic musical starring Whoopi 88-84 Excellent slimeball studio executive” 
Goldberg as a teacher in South Africa who inspires 83-80 Decent : whose already shaky career 


her students to be proud of their heritage, with the 
“excellent” Leleti Khumalo in the title role as the 
young girl who can’t decide whether she should pro- 
test, commit crimes, or accept the situation, so she 
bursts into song instead. “This is a good movie, but it 
misses a lot. No mention is made of tribal conflicts. All 
the whites are bad. People need to understand there 
are much deeper issues in this troubled country.” 
“Effective, but who’s gonna see it except the con- 
verted?” “Goldberg isn’t in the movie nearly as much 
as they’d like you to believe.” “The choreography of 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Big Studio Records | 


Highest rating: 95 (Pinocchio, 1940). 


_ (Ernest Scared Stupid, 1992). 


starts crumbling when he re- 
ceives anonymous death threats 
from a rejected screenwriter. 
In desperation he kills—but did 
he kill the right man? “Thisisa 
return to the quality Altman, 
full of nerve, intelligence and 
just enough arrogance to piss 
some folks off.” “Altman’s best 
effort since Nashville.” “More 
stars thanlt’sa Mad, Mad, Mad, 


Lowest rating: 65 


Mad World.” “The Bad and the Beautiful was better. Bombshell 
(1933) was better. But this film does have all those cameos (65 of 
them).” “Altman gives interviews where he complains that the 
long tracking shot that opens Touch of Evil is totally preten- 
tious—and then opens his film with an eight-minute continual 
take. Huh?” Minority opinion: “This was nominated for an Oscar? 
The assemblage of numerous star cameo appearances detracts 
and distracts from the plot. It’s just thin, man, a Bob Fosse piece 
of dung, draggy and predictable.” Robbins has the best line: “If it 
doesn’t have suspense, laughter, violence, sex, nudity and a 
happy ending, it won’t make it.” One dead body. Four breasts. 
One motor vehicle chase. One explosion. Cast: Greta Scacchi 
(June Gudmundsdoctir), Whoopi Goldberg (“a 
little hard to take” as “a foul-mouthed cop,” Det. 
Avery), Fred Ward (“has one speed—slow” as 
Walter Stuckel), Peter Gallagher (“standout” as 
Larry Levy),Cynthia Stevenson (“biggest heart 
in the movie” as Bonnie Sherow, “the expendable 
studio VIP/girlfriend”),Richard E. Grant (“good” 
as Tom Oaldey, “a writer who discovers the only 
reality studio execs hold dear—the almighty 
buck”), Dean Stockwell (“standout” as Andy 
Civella), Dina Merrill (“great” as Celia, “the 
long-standing protective administrative assis- 
tant”), Brion James (“great change of pace” as 
the studio head, Joel Levison), Scott Glenn 
(“standout” in a small bit), Lily Tomlin (“good”), 
Sidney Pollock (Dick Mellen), Vincent 
D’Onofrio (“standout” as David Kahane), Julia 
Roberts, Bruce Willis, Cher, Angelica Huston, 
Nick Nolte, Susan Sarandon, Peter Falk,John 
Cusack, Burt Reynolds, Lyle Lovett (“good” 





as Det. DeLongpre), Angela Hall (Jan), Leah Brandon Douglas and Gabriel Damon fight off the baaaad Indians, in 


Wayne would use for his personal movie company in years to 
come.” Five dead bodies. Four brawls. Floggings. One shipwreck. 
Giant native-eating clam. Cast: Paul Fix (“playing Walter 
Brennan”), Gig Young (“doesn’t fit the part”), Adele Mara, 
Edward Franz, Grant Withers, Henry Daniell, Dennis 
Hoey, Jeff Corey, Erskine Sanford, Duke Kahanamoku. 
Writers: Harry Brown, Kenneth Gamet. Director: Edward 
Ludwig. [Republic. 1948/93.] Overall rating: 83. 


‘HE RED PONY 


“Not much happens’ in this “simple, touching” drama based 








Ayres (Sandy). Writer: Michael Tolkin (“excel- the formulaic kiddie cheapie Journey to Spirit Island. 


lent”), from his novel. [New Line. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 85. 


JNcHANTED APRIL 


“Beautiful” “sweet” BBC “trifle” starring “remarkable” 
Miranda Richardson, Josie Lawrence, “beautiful” Polly 
Walker and the “excellent” Joan Plowright as four women, 
disillusioned with Post-World War I London, who spenda month’s 
holiday in an Italian castle overlooking the sea, where they find 
hope, romance and freedom. “At the conclusion of the film, you’re 
left with the feeling that nothing is so bad it can’t be changed. 
There’s hope for mankind yet.” “One of those films you can throw 
in the VCR over and over again.” “A multi-layered film, but more 
accessible than, say, Howard’s End.” “Plowright reminds me that 
the best British character actresses are like Sam Peckinpah’s 
stock company of actors. They are tough, talkative and full of 
vinegar.” “I’ve decided that if a movie is full of English accents, 
one of them better belong to John Cleese.” Cast: Lawrence 
(“wonderful” as Lotty Wilkins), Jim Broadbent (“properly 
ghastly” as Frederick Arbuthnot), Alfred Molina (“good” as 
Mellersh Wilkins), Michael Kitchen (George Briggs). Writer: 
Peter Barnes (“slight but pleasant”), from the novel by Eliza- 
beth Von Arnim. Director: Mike Newell (“tight,” “crisp”). 
[Miramax/Paramount. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 85. 


Wake OF THE RED WITCH 


“Talky” “Grade B” epic adventure starring “Republic con- 
tract player” John Wayne, “looking uncomfortable at times” in 
“a rare flawed-hero role,” as a ship captain battling with “classic 
villain”Luther Adler for the hand ofGail Russell, who “doesn’t 
seem to have much zest,” while seeking a fortune in pearls on a 
South Seas island. “Just about every boy saw this flick on TV 
when growing up. It’s hard to forget the giant squid scene.” 
“Wayne’s romantic scenes are pretty lame, and he doesn’t look 
good at all in a diving mask. And the way he opens the flashback, 
it looks almost like he was crucified—that’s a bit much.” “The one 
good thing that came out of this movie is the name Batjac, which 


onJohn Steinbeck’s stories, starringPeter Miles as the young 
boy who can’t find the love he needs from his “underwritten” 
parents, the “always good” Myrna Loy and “weak” Shepperd 
Strudwick, so he turns to a hired hand, the “strong, laconic” 
Robert Mitchum, for friendship and support in helping raise his 
beloved pony. When the pony gets sick, tears ensue. “A crushing 
bore.” “The book is better.” “This isn’t vintage Steinbeck. There 
are some dream sequences that are terrible, including one where 
Mitchum and the kid are knights.” One dead pony. Pony-eating 
buzzards. Gratuitous Robert Mitchum singing. Cast:Margaret 
Hamilton (“standout” as “the wicked witch of the schoolhouse”), 
Louis Calhern (“credible,” “talented” as the “annoying” 
Grandpa), Beau Bridges (kid), Patty King, Jackie Johnson. 
Producer/Director: Lewis Milestone (“fine”). [Republic. 1948/ 
93.] Overall rating: 81. 


eJ UMPIN AT THE BONEYARD 


“Dark, bleak” “buddy flick about losers,” a “nasty” “downer” 
starring the “great” Tim Roth as an unemployed, struggling 
divorced guy, and “believable” Alexis Arquette as his drug- 
addicted “zombie” of a younger brother. They have a single day 
to rebuild their relationship and retrace their childhood through 
the mean streets of New York City, leading to a “very sad,” 
“suitably grim” climax. “The moral: blood is thicker than crack. 
Every other word is ‘fuck.’ Godawful depressing.” “This is not the 
film to watch ifyou’re having a bad day or on the verge of suicide.” 
“It’s You Can't Go Home Again taken to the absolute extreme. 
Once it gets moving, it’s not that bad, but the first half hour is a 
killer. The characters are obnoxious and hard to take.” “The 
problem is that it’s almost relentlessly uncinematic. Why didn’t 
writer/director Jeff Stanzler just make this a play?” “This 
breaks the all-time ‘Cuss-o-Meter’ record set by all the Death 
Wish movies combined.” One dead body. Cast:Samuel L. Jack- 
son (“standout” as Mr. Simpson), Danitra Vance (“good” in a 
key role as the junkie girlfriend Jeanette), Kathleen Chalfant 
(Mom), Luis Guzman (taxi driver), Elizabeth Bracco (Cathy). 
[20th Century-Fox/Fox. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 80. 


BG peed BOUND: 
THE INCREDIBLE JOURNEY 


“Slick” story of a family that leaves its two dogs and a cat at 
a friend’s house while they go ona trip, but the animals break out, 
start home, and travel through the Sierra Mountains, talking to 
each other (!) on their way to a “happily-ever-after” ending. A 
“sympathetic” Robert Hays is the stepfather trying to win the 
love of his new stepchildren. “It’s Look Who’s Barkin! Two dogs 
and a cat trading one-liners for 90 long minutes. Lots of bad 





Benji strikes up a cross-species relniioaship with a cougar cub in the 


worst Benji flick ever made, Benji the Hunted. 

slapstick, bad writing, boring direction. My memories of the 
source novel are far better than what they put on celluloid.” “I 
saw the first Incredible Journey almost 30 years ago, and I don’t 
seem to recall voices supplied for the animals. Who would they 
have used? Jimmy Stewart, Jerry Lewis and Brigitte Bardot?” 
“Better than most animal pictures, because the animals aren’t 
‘super-pets’ like Benji and Lassie. They screw up, make mistakes, 
go hungry, get lost, etc.” “The film’s real winner is animal 
coordinatorJoe Camp and his team, for getting these animals to 
do the incredible feats they perform, especially the waterfall 
scene.” [Note from Joe Bob: Camp is the director of all the Benji 
movies. |] “This is for small children.” “Well, it’s a little better than 
Milo and Otis.” Cougar flinging. Cast:Michael J. Fox (“good” as 
the voice of Chance, the young pup bulldog), Don Ameche 
(“annoying,” “his voice doesn’t fit the dog” as Shadow, the golden 
retriever), Sally Field (“annoying,” “terrific” as Sassy, a Hima- 
layan cat), Jean Smart (“bland as white wallpaper” as Kate), 
Kim Greist (Laura), Veronica Lauren (Hope),Kevin Chevalia 
(Jamie),Benj Thall (Peter),William Edward Phipps (Quentin), 
Mark L. Taylor (Kirkwood). Writers: Caroline Thompson, 
Linda Woolverton (“weak”). Director: Duwayne Dunham. 
[Buena Vista/Walt Disney. 1993.] Overall rating: 80. 


Py OURNEY TO SPIRIT ISLAND 
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“Awkward” “formulaic” “routine” “Saturday morning kiddie 
stuff’ starring “terrific” Bettina as a young Maka Indian who 
sets out on a trip with her brother and two city friends that 
changes the lives of them all. They meet a few good Indians who 
want to preserve their heritage, and some bad ones who want to 
develop a sacred burial island and make big bucks. The kids save 
the day (of course). “Indians Get Screwed By the White Man Only 
This Time They Get Screwed By Their Own People.” “The four 
kids are all pretty lousy. The Chicago-born lead’s total sum 


knowledge of Indian culture appears to have come from watching 
reruns of Broken Arrow.” “The cinematography of Vilmos 
Zsigmond almost makes the Pacific Northwest seem like a 
pleasant place to spend some time.” “The music is pretty bad. For 
some reason, all Indian rituals must be accompanied by chanting, 
the Indian version of singing in the shower. It’s no wonder they 
can communicate with the dead.” Minority opinion: “I was con- 
cerned that this was going to be a sappy ‘noble’ Indian story, but 
the cast rises above that. It’s not a perfect movie, but certainly 
mes and easy to watch.” Cast: Marie Antoinette Rogers 
(“wise and passionate sage” as the old Indian 
woman “you wouldn’t want to meet in a dark 
alleyway,” Jimmy Jim),Nick Ramus (“standout” 
as Tom, the dad), Tony Acierto (“decent villain” 
as Hawk),Brandon Douglas(Michael), Gabriel 
Damon (Willie), Tarek McCarthy (Klim), 
Frank Salsedo (Hoots), Skeeter Vaughn 
(Harry). Writer:Crane Webster, from an origi- 
nal story by Webster, Laszlo Pal. Director: Pal. 
[Academy/Storyline. 1988/93.] Overall rating: 
79. 


PBRuionarre BOYS CLUB 


“Sordid” “lame” “T'V flick” that “epitomizes 
the eighties,” starring “perfect” “whacked-out” 
Judd Nelson asa “callow, shallow” “ambitious” 
salesman who invents a commodities pool for his 
former prep school friends—‘“spoiled Yuppie 
brats” who commit a Ponzischeme, then “offone 
of their relatives” to save themselves. “Ifit wasn’t 
based on a true story, it wouldn’t have much 
credibility.” “This re-release is appropriately timed due to its 
purported connection to the Menendez case. However, it is so 
obviously a made-for-TV movie that it needs re-editing, titling, 
something, to make it seem more like a film.” [Note from Joe Bob: 
Adding to the irony is that the video is being released by Live 
Entertainment, the company headed by the father of the 
Menendez brothers at the time they killed him.] “Very choppy 
due to cuts. Cut from 200 to 94 minutes, it loses a lot of coherence.” 
“Annoying fades to black where the commercials were.” “The club 
they hang out at has spinning disco glitter balls made out of some 
of Madonna’s bras.” Two dead bodies. Cast: Ron Silver (“pretty 
good” in “extended cameo” as murder victim Ron Levin), Jill 
Schoelen (“decent” as the “ornamental female”), Barry Tubb, 
Frederic Lehne, Brian McNamara, Raphael Sbarge, John 
Stockwell. Writer:Gy Waldron. Director:Marvin J. Chomsky. 
[ITC/Live. 1987/93.] Overall rating: 74. 


Bens THE HUNTED 


“Mediocre” “slight” “plodding” adventure in which the popu- 
lar canine gets thrown overboard and swims to safety on the coast 
of Oregon, then guides four stranded cougar cubs (““awwww’) 
through the wilderness, facing down “a big ole bear,” a “baad” 
wolf, eagles and a deadly human. “The worst Benji flick ever 
made—and I’m embarrassed to say I’ve seen them all.” “A true 
vanity production: ‘Let’s film Benji with the animals.” “Benjiisn’t 
as believable as Lassie or Rin Tin Tin.” “There isn’t enough for 
Benji to do.” “Benji’s not really hunted, unless you count the 
people looking to rescue him.” One dead mountain lion. One dead 
wolf. Two dead ducks. Cast: Nancy Francis (“perfect airhead” 
as the newscaster), Red Steagall (“no actor” as the “slimy no- 
good hunter”), Frank Inn (“standout” as himself). Writer/Direc- 
tor: Joe Camp (“incredibly predictable”). [Walt Disney. 1987/ 
93.] Overall rating: 74. 


Members of the Big Studio Committee are Robert R. Campbell, corporate executive, Long Beach, Calif.; Dan DeBorba, 
transportation sales manager, Rancho Palos Verdes, Calif.; Bailey Jones, master control operator at a religious TV network, 
Birmingham, Ala.; Jim Perine, newspaper systems editor, Grove City, O.; Jeff Sadler, insurance consultant and author, 
Orlando;Mark Staycer, Group Program Director, WTCM Radio, Traverse City, Mich.; andAl Vincent, salesman, Arlington, Tex. 
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“You may have already won... 


39 


The Hope Peddlers 


ou know how every once in a while the Virgin 

Mary appears to a peasant woman in Yugosla- 
via and blesses a cabbage patch or something? And 
then thirteen million people go there to put pictures 
of their French poodles on the cabbage and stand 
around hoping She'll show up 
again? 

Or how about when Jesus 
appears on a tortilla in 
Guadalajara? It takes about one 
week before theyre selling pa- 
perweight souvenirs in the shape 
of the Miracle Tortilla. 

In India, you read about these 
Holy Men who can make sand 
appear in their hand, or stand on 
one toe for eight hours, or turn 
their eyeballs inside out, and ev- 
erybody heads for little villages 
in the Himalayas to find em and 
see if they can’t get a piece of the 
power. 


people figure out a way to make 
money on it. 

And why not? 

It’s legal, right? You can sell a lucky necklace in 
the shape of the “Miracle at Peoria,” and if seventy 
million people believe it will change their lives, then 
you're a rich man. 

But we live in a country now that’s full of widows 
and orphans. I don’t just mean women whose hus- 
bands have died, and kids in foster homes. I mean 
women who have no stability at all, either because 
their husband left, or they never found a husband, or 
they are lonely for any of a thousand other reasons. 
And I mean men who didn’t have a father, or always 
felt left out, or have no way of putting together a 


Communist Alert! 

The Holiday Drive-In, at U.S. Highway 36 
and Lee Hill Road in Boulder, Colorado, has been 
marked for death. The Commie members of the 

Boulder City Council have zoned the twenty- 


- seven acres as “retail, high density, multi-family 

_ residential and manufacturing.” Why didn’t they 

| just put a big ole bull’s-eye on it? Asking price? 

- $5,052,935, and nota penny less. EarleS. Pittman, 

/ original projectionist at the Holiday, sheds a tear 

- and reminds us all that, without eternal ee 

| lanee, it can n happen here. 
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family. I think this is what the Big Book probly 
meant when it said “Widows and Orphans.” 

So it’s the widows and orphans that send in the 
money for the lucky necklaces, and the Holy Water 
from Mexico, and the sacred soil from Israel that 










.. We Must have 


mor lotter t 
..for they eh tet ! 


some evangelist says will make their bunions get 
better. And it’s not that they really believe this stuff. 
It’s that they can’t find anything else to believe in, 
and so they figure, “Why not give it a try? Ifitis true, 
I'll finally have something. And if it’s not, it couldn’t 
get much worse than this.” 

And the astrologers and gurus and preachers 
who wanna traffic in this kind of loneliness are free 
to do it all they want to. 

But there’s one thing that we oughta be ashamed 
of as Americans. 

And that’s the lottery. 

The lottery is the other great hope of widows and 
orphans. 

Nobody with money plays the lottery. At least, 
nobody with money plays the lottery seriously. 

Find the people who spend at least twenty bucks 
a week on the lottery, and you'll find the poorest 
people in the country. The people who can’t afford 
the twenty bucks. And they’ve always played some 
kind of lottery, but now theyre being encouraged to 
play the lottery by the government that’s supposed 
to be protecting them. 

It’s a sucker bet being offered to the widows and 
orphans of the most powerful country in the world. 
It’s disgusting when a preacher does it. 

It’s disgusting when a trinket salesman does it. 
When a government does it, it’s shameful. 
I’m surprised nobody else thinks this way. 


It takes a lot of elbow grease to make Tinseltown shine . . . 


Love Ya Hollywood 


Hoe has this image—gold neck chains, 
guys who say “Love ya baby” too much, dimwit 
millionaire actors with homes in the shape of Aztec 
pyramids, women with so many facelifts they can’t 
open their eyes—and it’s all true, and it’s all really a 





crock. 

Lemme say just a few words in defense of the film 
and television industry. 

First of all, it’s different from every other Ameri- 
can industry, because every other American indus- 
try is losing the war against foreign competition. 
Hollywood dominates the international market. We 
export so many movies and TV shows that almost 
every country in the world works overtime to try to 
get rid of our influence. 

So the first thing that makes it different from 
most American industries is that it’s successful. 

Here are a few others: 

Hollywood producers work twenty-four hours a 
day. They have those cellular phones for a reason. 
They never stop working. They work on weekends, 
on vacations, at three in the morning, on airlines, 
ships, and movie sets in the wilds of the Yukon. 

They’re the kind of entrepreneurs we used to 
have in every American business. Now we only have 
em in Hollywood. No wonder they need Yoga instruc- 
tors coming to their houses all the time. They’ve 
taken the idea of “workaholic” to heights undreamed 
of by the Japanese. 

Young people apprentice themselves to these 
producers at minimum wage, and sometimes work 
ten years for no money just to get a chance at 
someday producing themselves. 


Writers sell scripts for as little as $500 to get 
their first break. 

Directors work “on the come” to get a chance 
behind the camera. 

We used to have the same kind of apprentice 
system in every other American in- 
dustry. We gave the top jobs to those 
who had worked the longest in the 
trenches. And if you didn’t have the 
drive to do it, then you fell by the 
wayside. Now all the apprentice sys- 
tems have fallen apart—except in Hol- 
lywood. 

Film studios receive nothing from 
the government. If a movie flops, 100 
per cent of that money comes from 
private enterprise. There’s no way to 
get a bailout. But if a movie succeeds, 
the studio still pays full corporate taxes 
on the profit. 

Movies don’t pollute. 

Movies create brand new jobs ev- 
ery day. And the more complicated the 
technology becomes, the more people 
required to make a single movie. 

And, most important, Hollywood looks so far into 
the future that producers are notorious for rushing 
into production with new technology before the pub- 
lic is ready for it. They were ready to do cable TV in 
1968, but nobody wanted it. They were ready to do 
CD’s in the late seventies, but it was too soon. They 
flooded the market this year with CD ROM’s, but 
most of them lost money. 

Every other industry lags twenty years behind 
what Japan or Germany is doing. These guys in El 
Lay are so anxious to find new ways of making 
money that they'd rather rush blindly into the future 
than not rush into the future at all. 

In other words, all you Republican guys who 
hate Hollywood so much, it looks sort of like a pure 
free enterprise industry functioning out there, doesn’t 
it? 

Hmmmmmmm. 


Victory Over Communism. | 


_ The Saco Drive-In, in the heart of George 

| Bush country on Route 1 in Saco, Maine, has 
continued to pack em in every summer, and 

| recently finished another record year among the 

| trees. Paul Sherman of Brookline, Massachu- 

setts, reminds us that, with eternal vigilance, | 

| the drive-i -in will never die. 
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Bto the Hopeless 


Dear Joe Bob, 

[article attached: “Making Sperm Shortens 
Worms’ Lives, Scientists Find” ] 

This article (published in Nature, December 3) 
implies that the more a man (or worm) ejaculates, 
the shorter his life will be! What do you think of this 
theory? 

Tina 
San Francisco 
Dear Tina: 

To tell you the truth, I have been feeling a little 

weak. 


Hey Joe Bob! 

Can you send me some free junk? 

Do you have any comments on the Mystery 
Science Theatre 3000 guys on Comedy Central? 
Aren’t they kinda ripping you off by poking fun at B- 
rated films? Particularly sci-fi and blood splatter 
films? I still like your wit better. Just curious. 

Brent Theobald 
Irving, Tex. 
Dear Brent: 

I've worked for Comedy Central. I know how 

much they pay. Believe me, I’m not getting ripped off. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Would you explain one thing to me? Why is it so 
offensive for this woman who’s the Sturgeon General 
to say the Catholic Church is dominated by celibate 
males? 

I thought everyone knew this already. It was in 
the papers. It’s the whole plan they run the thing on. 
People go to the El Pope-o now and then and ask him 
about it, and he says, “No way, Jose Feliciano, not 
while I’m up here running the show. You gonna get 
men priests, men bishops, men cardinals, and a man 
Pope, and not a one of em gonna get married, and you 
gonna like it sincerely, too.” 

Now I find a column in the Tulsa Whirled here 
by Paul Greenberg, and I don’t think he’s a Catholic, 
about how the Sturgeon General is so damn offen- 
sive talkin mean about the Catholics. But he never 
says why. 

In fact, I’d be grateful if you’d explain this whole 
Pope thing. Here when he was in Denver they were 
interviewing all kinds of Catholics on the tube, and 
they all said what a great wise moral leader the Pope 


is, and how they didn’t believe most of what he’s got 
to say. 

So what I want to know is, if the standards are 
that low, how can I get into the great moral leader 
business? I figure you ought to know as much as 
anybody about this. 

Regards, 

Steve Tedder 

Tulsa, Okla. 
Dear Steve: 

Yow’re right. Everbody loves the Pope at the same 
time they think he’s totally irrelevant. 

You know how touchy those celibate males can 
be, though. They can just explode at any minute. 





Contest #1 


Steven Bevacqua of Stratford, Connecticut: 
“What movie was it with Teri Hatcher (Lois Lane on 
ABC’s Superman) where she does a heck of a lot of 
nude scenes? Can you find that flick?” 


Contest #2 


John F. Pinckney of McLean, Virginia: “I have 
a movie for you and your cadre of experts to identify. 
It dealt with the kidnapping of a young (20-ish) 
couple by aliens in a flying saucer with the intention 
of transporting them to their home planet. The lead 
alien took great pains to explain to the couple what 
each step of the preparation process was, in terms 
relative to Earth equivalents. It was without doubt 
the campiest movie I’ve ever seen! Unfortunately, I 
saw this movie on TV back in July 1973 while visiting 
my grandparents in South Carolina. The station was 
on channel 5, but at 3 a.m., it wasn’t any of the 
‘locals,’ and the signal faded out whenever there was 
a break for commercials or a station ID. Given that 
later that morning I received several of the Atlanta 
TV stations (200-plus miles away), I suspect it was 
from WAGA-TV. Has anyone out there seen a movie 
resembling this?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the February 6 issue, J.W. Narins of 
Scarsdale, New York, asked about “a B-movie sci- 
ence-fiction flick which I saw in the late 1970s... The 
single salient feature of the film which I still recall is 
one of the male protagonists, who (we are given to 
understand) is possessed of enormous supernatural 
powers, largely latent. He has a habit of sitting on 
the bridge of their spaceship and playing with a 
circle of light, which plays up and down between his 
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palms like an oscilloscope 
reading, only without the 
oscilloscope. On this little 
ship, they travel toanum- 
ber of planets, one of 
which is covered with ice. 

We received eight cor- 
rect answers, so our win- 
ner was chosen by draw- 
ing. And he is... 

Dan Darr of Fort 
Worth, Texas: “I found 
that flick! The movie J.W. 
describes is Star Crash, 
starring ‘Babewatch’ beau 
David Hasselhoff. This 
sci-fi adventure is a real 
stinker; I think its main 
purpose is to showcase the 
enormous talents of its fe- 
male lead. It has gratu- 
itous battle scenes, where 
you can see strings from 
the models. The female 
star is always (of course) 
scantily cladin what looks 
like a leather bikini and 
thigh boots. One of the 
best scenes takes place on 
the ice planet, when she 
is outside with the incredibly human robot she 
befriended. She is locked out of the ship, and the 
robot advises her to lay down and hibernate. When 
they finally get her back in the ship, they defrost her 
and she is fine. I loved it—it was absolutely terrible. 
Check it out!” 

Additional information came from our seven 
runners-up... | 

Bruce Whitten of Dallas: “Its other salient 
features include David Hasselhoff, pre-Knight Rider, 
as an emperor’s son; a robot with a Texas accent 
(though I can think of no good reason for this); 
Christopher Lee, who must have been hard up for 
beer money, as the emperor; and Caroline Munro, 
who had her voice dubbed, but her body exposed by 
wearing bikinis under transparent spacesuits. The 
character J.W. mentioned was played by Marjoe 
Gortner, and (much like any movie Marjoe is in) he 
doesn’t die soon enough.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: 
“Star Crash, from 1979, also stars Robert Tessier, 
Christopher Plummer, and Joe Spinell. The director 
was ‘Lewis Coates’ (in reality Italian Luigi Cozzi, 
who also directed the Lou Ferrigno Hercules films). 
John Barry (!) composed the score. The film is sort of 
a ten-years-too-late Barbarella ripoff, with Caroline, 
gorgeous as always, as a courageous space babe 
fighting an evil intergalactic bastard (the late 





This giant vacuum cleaner-looking space- 
craft illustrates just how much the special 
effects suck in the sci-fi adventure, Star 
Crash. 


Spinell).” 

Duane Bouchard of 
Lincoln, Nebraska: “The 
only line I can remember 
from it is, ‘What’s the point 
in being the emperor of the 
galaxy if you can’t stop 
time?” 

Ric Manhard of 
Springfield, Virginia: 
“Gortner had a sidekick ro- 
bot which had a head shaped 
remarkably like the busi- 
ness end of the male mem- 
ber. The bad guy’s space ship 
was shaped like a big hand 
which, near the climax, ac- 
tually opened and closed. 
The climactic battle was 
fought when the torpedos 
fired by the good guys 
crashed through the glass 
windows of the ‘hand’ and 
simpering little fighting 
men jumped out to shoot at 
the bad guys. Naturally this 
failed, leading to the immor- 
tal lines of dialogue when 
deciding what to do next: 
‘Star crash!’ ‘Of course! 
Fifth-dimensional attack!’ 
Star crash consisted of ramming the bad guy’s ship 
with the good guy’s. One final insult: The ‘special 
effect’ of space ships was based on cheesy little 
models glued to model train cars which were ‘hidden’ 
by cheesy scrim and backed by a cheesy ‘star field.’ 
Ric says, Run like hell.” 

James Heflin of Fincastle, Virginia: “The evil 
count, who goes by the name ‘Evil Count,’ is sort of 
a cross between Rocky Horror’s Frankenfurter, Sa- 
tan, and Darth Vader. The plot is nearly indecipher- 
able.” 

Also answering correctly were Jack 
McLaughlin of Statesville, North Carolina, and 
Brian A. Robinson of Portland, Oregon. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the February 20 issue, Bill Cantey of Charles- 
ton, South Carolina, wrote: “I’ve got a semi-remem- 
bered movie. I think it’s a Jap job, but it had a 
Chinese look to it. It involves a giant, man-like stone 
formation coming to life to rescue a valley of farmers 
from a small-minded tyrant. Black and white, with 
English subtitles. It had an eerie quality that may 
have been inspired by our Second Coming belief. 
Well, mine anyway... .” 

We received 18 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And heis... 

Bret McCormick of Fort Worth, Texas: “Bill is 
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talking about a Japanese movie released in 1966 
from the Daiei Company (Toho’s biggest competitor 
in the sixties cycle of giant Japanese monster mov- 
ies). The film was called Majin, Monster of Terror. 
Bill is right! This is the most compelling of all the 
giant monster movies to come out of Japan. The local 
villagers worship a stone God. To break their spirits, 
the tyrant has his men hammer a steel spike into the 
idol’s forehead. This is too much for old Majin to take 
lying down. In a scene somewhat reminiscent of the 
Talos scene in Harryhausen’s Jason and the Argo- 
nauts, Majin animates and wreaks destruction on 
the tyrant’s army. I believe there was even a sequel 
to the film. The film made its way onto American TV 
via the infamous AIP television package, which 
brought us such wonders as Brainiac from Mexico 
and the wonderful Larry Buchanan films from Dal- 
las, Texas!” 

Additional information came from our 17 run- 
ners-up... 


Brian Yelverton of Salem, Massachusetts: 
“Bill’s film could actually be one of three films: 
Majin: Monster of Terror, The Return of Majin or 
Majin Strikes Again. All three feature a giant idol in 
ancient Japan that, after watching the villains op- 
press the locals for the entire movie, suddenly comes 
to life at the end. It trounces the bad guys, then 
returns to its stony vigil to await another sequel. The 
first two used to be staples of the local Creature 
Double Feature. There’s been rumors that a remake 
of Majin is being considered by the Japanese.” 

Richard Brandt of El Paso, Texas: “Once in the 
seventies, when I was living in Fort Worth, KERA’s 
One Star Theater accidentally showed a half-decent 
movie one week, and to make up for it the following 
week, they showed Return of Giant Majin.” 

Chris Donahue of Garland, Texas: “Being Jap, 
the Golem must be eight stories tall. The feudal 
Japanese settings and not-bad stories make these 
better than the usual rubber-suit-in-miniature-city 


ine. Bob s Getcha Covers for spring! 


At last! The unveiling of Joe Bob’s new and improved 
world famous t-shirt. It’s a white Lee brand short-sleeved 
tee (100 per cent cotton—none of that cheapie stuff) 
with a full-color logo and red script lettering which reads: 
“Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Use 
the order form below and remember to specify L, XL, or 


XXL. Only $14.95 plus $3 shipping. 





_ with ke green ererng: 


fe ~ Creck Our Joe Bos’s Tree B’s A 
"| (Books ¢ Binders ¢ Back Issues) Ordering information for Joe Bob’s . 


‘Cafe au lait My Butt? Mug 


_ “Introducing the second mug in the series. This 15-ounce ce- 
ramic sipper is black with ‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ on the front in bright 
peach. (Other side says: “Cafe Olay used to be something guzzled 
_ by French weenies in shabby berets who hated American cheese- 
burgers. Nowit’s something you order with a cheeseburger to make 
- your date think you're not a weenie.” —Joe Bob Briggs) $9.95—plus 
_ $3 shipping. Original ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ mug now available in 





Your Source for ‘Sorceress’ 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Sorceress’ for only $10! 


send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Reportand get the supernatural horrorfest, 
Sorceress, featuring Linda Blair and amazon beauty Julie 
Strain, for only $10. Hurry! Offer expires September 30, 1995. 


[| Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Sorceress 
video—$80 in foreign countries. 
L_| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


LI 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


Name 

Address 

City a Sk ee | eee 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC ___ Visa ___ Exp. Date 


Signature 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 


15 


fare.” 

Michael Jones of Los Ange- 
les: “I remember seeing this little 
number on Chiller Theater back 
during my childhood days in Co- 
lumbus, Ohio. There was some- 
thing neat about watching this 
huge stone guy (probably a Japa- 
nese stuntman in a rock suit) pull- 
ing himself out of a mountain and 
crushing bad guys underfoot.” 

Larry Yoshida of Olympia, 
Washington: “I am no relation to 
Tetsuo Yoshida, the guy who wrote 
all three Majin movies.” 

Bryan Senn of Kent, Wash- 
ington: “Though Bill remembers 
the movie in black and white with 
English subtitles, Majin, Monster 
of Terror is in living color and was 
dubbed for distribution on Ameri- 
can television by AIP. Majin was 
produced by Daiei, who created 
that lovable flying turtle, Gamera, 
in an effort to steal some of 
Godzilla’s box-office thunder.” 

Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “The Majin cos- 
tume is very cool, a gigantic scowl- 
ing figure wearing Samurai ar- 
mor and helmet. The films are 
attractive and well produced, and 
a welcome change from the giant 
monster films. I wish more Japa- 
nese fantasy films had been picked 
up by American companies.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Lawrence D. Bauer of Roches- 
ter, New York; Karl Bunker of 
Brookline, Massachusetts; Joe 
Bob Flaherty of Louisville, Ken- 
tucky; Terry Maher of Stow, 
Ohio; Ronald Miller of Dallas; 
Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta;Brent 
A. Richardson of Columbus, 
Ohio; Lucien Smith of Fairfax, 
Virginia;Martin Scorsese of New 
York (yes, it’s really him); and 
Brett Taylor of Wartburg, Ten- 


nessee. Update 


David B. Chew of Columbus, 
Ohio: “Imagine the thrill I had of 
getting your first newsletter and 
finding I knew the unknowable 


answer to ‘We Don’t Have a Win- 
ner.’ Let me clarify Will Safford’s 
description. The High Priest ruled 
the West, and wanted the Dakotas 
and then he’d rule ‘all.’ His father 
needed virgin women to repopu- 
late the planet, not to prolong his 
life. So his dead/morbid father’s 
body would impregnate the vir- 
gins and then come to term in 
vats. The good guys/normal peo- 
ple were all killed in the opening 
scenes, except for some guy. Will 
skipped all the parts with the 
mercenaries with guns, the nekkid 
women running around, the talk- 
ing killer computer, etc. Anyhow, 
to make a long story short, the 
movie was Last of the Warriors. 
It’s by AIP Studios and may be 
found at the Central Video store in 
Columbus. A must-see in my opin- 
ion. And the rocket guy was the 
‘weapons maker, and everyone 
wants one of those in a post-apoc- 
alyptic movie, right?!?” 
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Photos Wanted Now! 


Last chance for drive-in pho- 
tos! Our book proposal is done. Last 
chance to send us your 35mm 
photo and negative of an unusual 
drive-in marquee or screen tower. 
You will receive photo credit anda 
custom t-shirt C Dusk to Dawn—The 
Drive-In Era”). It’s your chance to 
be a celebrity! Send your name, 
address and location of photo fo: 
Sanders, Dusk to Dawn, 3109 Drexel, 
Dallas, TX 75205. 
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Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 





Joe Bob’s 


OES hats 





Video Sales 


Bloodsoaked shootouts! Kung fu babes! 


Outrageous swordplay fantasies! Uncut 
Japanese XXX, and complete Godzilla se- 
lection. Films, posters, books, and more! 
Free catalog: Video Madman, Dept. J, P.O. 
Box 40094, San Diego, CA 92164. 


Catalogs 


“The Strangest Cards on Earth!” Shel- 


Tone Trading Cards—Serial killers, Betty 
Page, horror actors, blues musicians and 
more! Send $2 for a’95 catalog and sample 
cards to: Shel-Tone, P.O. Box 45-J, 
Irvington, NJ 07111. 
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